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in heavy, stagnant drops. He remembered
that he came that morning in triumph and
confidence, with a sense of victory ; now he
was quivering like a beaten dog. And that
barb also he turned in his heart. He followed
Boston dully over the stiles; he saw his own
hands on the topmost rail and loathed them.
He saw a man with a braced body riding
boldly, like a knight, through the cool of the
morning, with a generous gesture in his heart.
No, it was more than he could bear. Some-
thing within him was weeping and moaning
that it was undeserved, unfair, untrue. He
took the weeping thing in his two hands and
strangled it.

Then, after an eternity of desolation and
death, he seemed to put out a pale, wavering,
thread-like shoot into the cold silence that
held them together still. Out of his nothing-
ness a faint living thing was born. A tremu-
lous, shaken being came to birth, bathed
and purified in the ice-cold silence. It rose
and grew like a pale flower on a too slender
stalk, preserved by the windless silence alone.
If that were broken, he felt, in a strange sus-
pense of fear, the stem also would break.

No   word   was   spoken   between   them,
Shortly before one o'clock they entered the inn,